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that he was never able enough as an artist to give us a self-portrait.
His voice assumed a tragic air: "You know the rabbits have got into
my garden. I found an opening made in the hedge. I don't want the
gardeners to set traps. Not that it matters if the rabbits eat up all the
vegetables because I don't eat much. This morning I had to release a
rabbit from a trap, a ghastly experience."
His blue eyes were watery and dim and his face looked more wrinkled
than I had ever seen it. In a twinkling his face resumed its smiling mask.
He switched on the wireless and a crooner informed us in the saddest
tones how happy, happy, happy he was. He switched off immediately
with the remark that it wasn't religion but the wireless which was the
opium of the people.
I told him of a visit to an author one afternoon whom I found
fast asleep with the wireless full on and I had had to switch
off to wake this good man. As soon as I switched off this author
woke with a start and cried: "Who switched off the wireless?" He
couldn't stand silence.
"I'm all right in that respect. I'm the only one who can stand my
continuous presence and I don't mind silence."
"The perfect prisoner?"
"No, the free person."
I stood up to go. He also stood up and said:
"I daren't see you out. I'm completely blind in the dark."
"Don't you come, I'll let myself out," I said.
He opened the door for me and quickly closed it again because no
light dare go out into the night. Before I got accustomed to the darkness
I tripped over some loose bricks which at once made me realize that I
was on the wrong path. So darkwas it and so well was the house blacked
out that I could not find my bearings. I thought I knew his garden but
in the blackness it lost shape and distance. It must have been like this
before light was given to the world. Under such circumstances it is
possible to go round and round the same centre of darkness without
ever finding the gate. Suddenly there was a flash of lightning, I got up
and walked straight to the gate and down the lane. Before I reached my
home the rain came down in torrents.^
I was mowing the lawn when the small side-gate opened and G.B.S.
almost bounded up the steps. He stood awhile on the terrace looking at
the garden and I walked up towards him. The sunset was sweeping across